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	1. Fell In Love With A Girl

**Fell In Love With A Girl**

"I have no idea." Exasperated, Astrid exhaled; sitting on the earth below her slowly, heart still pounding in her chest.

There was a long moment of silence before she spoke again.

"Do you ever think about… this?" She asked, thoughts going a million miles per hour.

It was common, to come to the point where the odd pair would realize how strange they truly were, but they never really discussed it, because they never really had to. Love was a confusing thing, but so was life. Nothing ever seems to exactly as planned, if there was one at all. And so they had an unspoken agreement against talking about it.

What was not common was crashing a dragon. Which happened to be the cause of turning the subject of their relationship into a conversation.

* * *

><p><strong>20 Minutes Earlier<strong>

"And we're going where exactly?" Astrid shouted, competing with the sound of the wind in their ears.

"That would just ruin the fun in surprises." Hiccup replied. Ignoring the cold look he received from his passenger. He had insisted on riding on only Toothless, and with some resistance, Astrid had bid goodbye to Stormfly, and they took off.

But that had been an hour ago.

"Well, the surprise of this taking so long was really fun." She deadpanned, with the sarcasm she had unknowingly picked up, mostly from talking to him.

"It shouldn't be too long now," he replied, shifting briefly in his seat, "we're nearly there."

"Hurry up. My butt is going numb." She complained. If you had been sitting on a dragon, that's in flight, behind someone else that took up nearly the entire saddle, for an hour, your patience runs out. And Astrid's expired as soon as they hit the 23-minute mark.

After another 2 minutes of flying, and 3 minutes of silence, she continued. "Why do we have to fly so far north? My hands are freezing." Astrid was anything but fragile, but it was no lie that it was bone chilling.

Then, there was a sudden squall, striking Toothless, and sending them spiraling of course. As they hurdled out of control, the trees of a forest on a nearby island, somehow unseen to the trio at first, came into view. They were gaining momentum, plummeting toward the cliff. They should've pulled up by now, but there was a problem. Toothless' tail fin had frozen, keeping it solidly in the gliding position.

The Night Fury did his best to slow down, opening his wings in panic. They violently tore through the trees, and ever so calmly, the pair of riders on the back of the dragon, screamed as loud as they possibly could.

The rest of it, if not all of it, was all a blur.

In the end Toothless some how managed to land in a small clearing, now littered with leaves and twigs. But the three of them did not go without injuries. Somewhere along the way, Hiccup had gotten a good whack to the face, most likely from an inconveniently placed branch. Astrid had gotten a fair amount of cuts and bruises on her upper arms and a bloody scrape to the knee. Toothless had gotten hit nearly everywhere probably a dozen times, but had endured far worse in the past.

Hiccup was the first to stumble off the exhausted dragon, and even after all that, he offered a hand to help Astrid down. Which she gratefully accepted, because at this point, being offended by the gesture and punching him wouldn't do either of them any good.

Hiccup's head was pounding as he reached for the bag attached onto Toothless's saddle. There were barely any medical supplies, for that was not his thing, to worry about a worst-case scenario every time he went anywhere.

"I'm sorry, I haven't got much, just this." Hiccup told Astrid, holding up a small amount of fabric.

"Hiccup, your lip is bleeding, so is your nose and your eyebrow," Astrid said shakily, "Your face in general is a bloody mess."

Hiccup sighed, "Yeah, I can feel it." Obviously she wasn't going to just let him give her all the treatment. "But your leg is bleeding too."

"Its fine, I can still walk." She responded, taking an unsteady step to demonstrate, "Kind of."

"You need it more than I do." He insisted, walking towards her slowly.

The two were still shaking, clearly rattled by what had happened, "But what about your face." Astrid trembled.

"Cleaning it won't make a difference," sighed Hiccup, "It'll still bleed."

"You could at least try." She argued.

"Just take it." It was clear that Hiccup wouldn't change his mind that his wounds were of the least importance. So she reluctantly took the strip of wool to bind her leg.

"Well, there's not much we can do now. We should find shelter before it gets dark." Astrid stated, looking around for the first time.

"Can we just not do anything for a little bit?" Hiccup mumbled tiredly, sitting down on the mossy floor of the island.

There was a short silence before the weary boy spoke again, "Even when we find shelter, we need to wait until Toothless' tailfin thaws before we can fly, and then what?"

"I have no idea."

* * *

><p><strong>Wow. I actually wrote something. That never happens. <strong>


	2. Well Its True We Love One Another

**Well It's True We Love One Another**

"Do you ever think about … this?"

His expression stayed neutral for a moment before furrowing his eyebrows and frowning at the dirt at his foot. Hiccup turned towards her, about say something but at the moment words seemed ill fitting.

So instead he gave her a small, sheepish smile and nodded.

Toothless trotted over to the pair and wearily dropped his into Hiccup's lap. The agonized groan was short but audible and the worn out dragon felt the boys hands raise up to gently smooth the scales that had become jagged during the crash.

Astrid sighed and slowly asked, "What are we?"

"We are humans, Vikings, dragon rid-"

"STOP." The glare Astrid gave him was colder than any he'd ever received. "You know what I mean."

He stopped to look down at Toothless, "I don't… I don't know."

"Well, we have to be somebody." Her tone was distressed and uneasy.

"Astrid…" His voice fell when he looked back at her, she looked worried, her shoulders were tense and pressed into the sides of her neck. Her hands gripping the end of her hair tightly, and it made him feel horrible. "You know… I think we're friends."

With that Astrid's gaze turned cold, but it wasn't directed at him anymore, but more along the lines of anywhere else but Hiccup. So the boy took the sleeping dragon off his lap and moved towards the girl giving that pine tree a hell of a scowl. When he touched her shoulder, she curled up, chin resting on her good knee, but that only made him move closer.

"I think we're friends, who are afraid, and a little bit confused because they have something to say, but don't know what words to use." Hiccup mumbled, although on his behalf, he considered that to be pretty damn poetic.

"You suck." She muttered, her voice wavering.

He was taken aback, and asked, "Well thanks, I think you're pretty great too."

She shot him an annoyed glance as she moved her body to face him. "You make me feel this I hate feeling," Astrid continued, "It's the worst because it means you have some control over my emotions… and I hate it."

"Well, gods, I love you too."

"Shut up, I have something to say," Astrid commanded, "I don't hate _you_, just the way you can make me feel."

Hiccup was at a loss for words and Astrid was looking at him expectantly. Here's the thing, they both had something to say, Hiccup didn't know how to say, Astrid had just figured it out, and he was completely lost. Which was not good.

"Well, um, when I talk to you for too long sometimes I wanna throw up." Hiccup started, "I-in a good way, I guess…"

It was pathetic. It was stupid. It was adorable. And it made her smile.

"… Romantic." She spoke and he shrugged. They fell back into silence, but it was no longer an awkward one, but a comfortable silence. And they just sat there, staring at each other, and they were happy.

* * *

><p><strong>Would've updated on Thursday but I was sick for the past few days, sorry. Here.<strong>


End file.
